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SIMPSON & CO. 



ACT 1.— SCENE 1. 

Handsome apartment in the House of Simpson 5f Co. 
Simpson discovered at a table, writing. 

Simp, {laying down Mb pen,) Ought I to par- 
sue this adyenture ? if I proceed, the destnic- 
tioQ of my wife's happiness, and my own, may — 
psha ! under my assumed name of Capt. Wal- 
singham, what have 1 to fear ? VW finish, my 
letter, though, like the others, it may be re- 
turned, or unnoticed. (JVntet.) " And rely on 
the ^tire and eternal devotion of your adorer, 
Charles ^Walsingham, New Hummums." {Fold- 
ing it) Charles Simpson, of Mincing-lane, mer- 
«liaot, partner in the house of Simpson & Co. 
and married, transformed iflto Captain Walsing- 
ham ! (directing the letter*) " To Mrs. Fitz- 
allan, Harley Street." (fco^* it.) There i {rises 
and comes forward.) There's a fataHty in this 
wild adventure ! Charmed by a beauty in an 
opera box, 1 dog her carnage, and learn that 
she is a Mrs. Fitzallan, widow of an officer 
lately dead in India. Under pre.text of arrang- 
ing some business for her, in which I find she 
is concerned with the India Company, 1 call on 
this Mrs. Fitzallan ; am cursed coldly received 
by Mrs. Fitzallan ; call again, and am com- 
pletely cut by Mrs. Fitzallan ; make my bow, 
and resolve to think no more^f Mrs. Fitzallan ; 
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4 srMPSOir & c6. [Anon. 

stroll into the exhibition, and the first portrait I 
see is that of the lovely, lovely, Mrs. Fitzallan t 
I contrive to get a miniature copy of the portrait 
and conceal it by a secret slide in my pocket- 
book. (Pulls out the pocket-hook, and contem^ 
plates the portrait.) 'Twasradh; but who could 
Vhold such beauty and— (JSCwwiig the picture.) 
Enter Foster, 



Fo8. Pray, sir, will you ; — 

Sim. Hastily closing his pqcket-book.^ Well^ 
Foster I (whattiow ? what's the matter? 

/b». Young Mr, Lovemore is in the counting- 
house, and desires to know, sir, whejl^er you 
will adv ance him the thousand pounds he spoke 
to you about ? 

^im. What 1 1 1 advance money to enable a 
mnrried mnn to supply the extravagancies of a 
iniatrt:ss i 

fo^. Yau know, sir, we have consignments 
on hi* ;inciunt from his estates at St. Domingo 
to four imeu that amount. 

Sim. That is nothing to the point, Mr. Fos- 
ter. How*;Ter,you paay refer him to my part- 
ner, Mr, Bromley ; he may find him less scru- 
pulous. [Exit Foster.] {Re -opening his pQcket- 
Book.) Whht eyes! what a complexion !. what 
expresuion ] Many a pocket-hook on 'Change is 
crammM with riches ; but where find one that 
clasps u treasure equal to this I After all, am I 
Tery, irery much to blame ? Where is the hus- 
band who My partner loves his wife dearly ; 

^ut spite of his demure leoks, and rigorous 
principte^it, evei be. Til answer foi* it, has some 
Utile indibcreUons that — here he comefi— I'll 
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Act i.J" SIMPSON & co. 6 

sonDdl)im, and perhaps I aiay make him m tis^ 
fii4 confidant. 

Bnter Bromley. 

Brom. Good news, Simpson, good news ; the 
Bank has disconnted every shiiHng of our paper. 

iSitm. Aye, indeed ! My dear Bromley, I am 
delighted to hear it. 

Brom. The firm of Simpson & Co. stands |» 
high as any bouse in Londoi^,and our signature 
is a bank note to the very Bank itself. Haye 
not I always told you that pur partnership 
would be a fortune to us ? . 

Sim, True, true ; and our connexion in com- 
merce is so natural ; why, we had a kind of 
rehearsal of our present partnership in very 
early days. At school, you know — though there, 
to be sure, you had much the start of me iq age, 
for you were in the highest form when 1 wa* 
irtf the lowest. 

Ibrom. Yes ; 1 left Doctor Tluvackum's to be- 
gin my clerkship, just six months after you 
come to his academy. 

Sim, Bat, though onlj^ at Thwackum's to- 
gether for half a-year, you recollect, Bromley, 
how I made you join me iri all my jVolicks ; 
and now, in business " 

Brom, In business, I grant you, our labours 
and our profits are pretty equally divided. At 
school the case lyas different. 1 was never a 
frolicksome boy, and, as you say, considerably 
your elder ; but, somehow or other, whenever 
you opened an a'^count of mischief, our master 
'always drew upon my shoulders (or the unsettle^ , 
"Ijahince of drubbings. 

a2 
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6 SIMPSON & CO. [Anon. 

Sim. Well, m business, at least, we are more 
exact, and if we are fortunate, we may fkirly 
boast that we deserre to be so. Attentive, 
industrious 

Brom. Always looking to the main chance. 

Sim, Domestic in our tastes. 

Brom, Economical in our habits. 

Sim. Neither of us run-abouts, nor men of 
intrigue. 

Brom. Faithfully attached to our wives, and 
loving them solely and entirely, as they love us. 

Sim. Inhabiting the same house, in peace and 
harmony ; not the slightest altiercation. 

Brom. Altercation ! your wife is mildness 
itself ; so confiding, too, in your attachment to 
her. 

Sim, And your's i 

Brom. My wife ? she is a treasure ! but, 
still for all that— 

Sim. For all what ? 

Brom. You know, Simpson, I have no secrets 
from you ; my wife is a little — Mrs. Bromley 
is rather too susceptible on the score of jeal- 
ousy. 

Sim. To be plain with you, 1 have some- 
times fancied so ; now between ourselves, my 
dear fellow, have not you given her some cause 
to ! yes, yes, you have. 

Brom. What, I ? never. 

Sim. Now ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! Come, come, Brom- 
ley, 
; Brom. (with emphasis.) No — now— poz 

Sim. Now 1 like your making a mystery of it 
iH> me. Men, you know, are not remarkably 
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ACT I.] SIMPSON & CO. 7 

severe towards each other— 'besides, if yon had, 
where would be the great harm of it ? 

Brom, A married man ! and ask me where 'js 
the harm of it ? 

Sim, Yoti love your wife I know, and study 
her happiness ; but you would not have me 
bcflieve that when a little adventure happens to 
fall in your way 

Brom. Hearkee, Mr. Simpson, a good hus-' 
band never goes where little adventures are 
likely to fall in his way. 

Sim. {Aside.) 'Tis lucky I did not trust my 
secret to him. 

Brom. My notions of conjugal fidelity are strict- 
ly moral. A husband, like a merchant, is 
bound to fulfil his engagements. Mrs. B. in 
marrying me, drew upon me for my fidelity for 
life ; I accepted her draft, and 'tis my duty to 
honour it. 

Sim. But, unlike bills of exchange, the long- 
er the date of one's matrimonial engagements, 
the more difficult they are to provide for. But 
enough ; I knew your sentiments as you are 
acf|uainted with mine, and all 1 have just now 
said to you 

Brom. Was intended as a hoax, perhaps ? 
Sim. Nothing more. 

Brom. I don't like such hoaxing — ^No, no ; 
what I was before marrrage, I still am ; the 
sworn enemy to nonsense. I was born for the 
counting-house and a steady life ; and, even in 
ray younger days, whilst others were jj^arMin^ 
about to Vauxhall, and play-houses, Bnd nm- 
ning their heads into all manner of scrapes mi\ 
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8 SIMPSON k CO. [Anon. 

troubles, I was usefully employed in working 
flecimals and calculating exchanges. 

Sim, Ha ! ha ! ha ! Perhaps I ne^er met 
you on a certain fine &uniiner'>s evening taking a 
sentimental ramble along with 

Bro, And what then ? She had but just 
come up with me in the fields, and ^as asking 
me the way to Islington ; but didn't you step 
in, like a friend, and whisk her away, assuring 
me you did it for my good ? But come, let us to 
(be counting-house and answer our Lisbon let' 
ters. 

Sim. And after that V\\ treat you with a walk 
to the West End before dinner. 

Brom. Impossible ; 1 have business at the 
custom-house, and you roust stay at home ta 
deliver up the securities to Mr. Tradely, who 
will call this morning, as per appointment. You 
tn.'iy as well take (hem at once ; here they are, 
[Gives papers to Simpson,] 

Sim. Very well ; Mr. Tradely's securities ; 
there they are, safe, 'til he calls. [Puts them tii- 
to his pocket' book,] 

Bro, By the bye, your treat with a walk to 
(lie West End, is to drag me all the way from 
Mincing-lane (o Harlcy-street. 

Sim, {^Alarmed,) W hat do you mean ? (^Asidt) 
Can he have discovered ? 

Bro, Do you remember some weeks i^o, 
how you kept me blowing my fingers, in the 
cutting East wind, at the end of March, tramp- 
ing up and down, before the iron rails of a 
I«ttnye in Harley-street ? 

i^im. {Aside,) My first visit to Mrf» Fitzallan \ 
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Brotn. " Wait 9t the door, my dear Bromley, 
I shao'tbe a second." My nose was as blae as 
ah Oran Outang's. 

Sim, Well, well, 1 didn't detain you long. 

Bro. Long t and the second time! There 
was 1 fretting, and trotting backwards* and for- 
wards, looking up at the windows, down into the 
area, watching every moment at the street door, 
freezing, shivering, swearing ; what the deuce 
have you to do in Harley-street ? 

Sim. Oh! oh!— ^The recovery of a little 
debt due to me before we entered into partner- 
ship. 

Bro, Do you expect to lose any thing in 
that quarter ? 

Sim, No — not exactly ; but I may wait a 
long time before my demands are satii^ed. 

Bro. Aye, I understand*—" Call again to- 
morrow." Well, I wish you suiTcess ; hut if 
ever you entrap me with you to Harley-street 
again — Ha I here comes your wife. 

iSnCer Mrs. SimpsoD. x 

Sim. Returned so soon, my love ? 

Mrs. S, I've just met with an agreeable sur- 
prise, Charles. You've oflen heard me speak 
of my old school friend, Marianne. 

Sim. Well ? 

Mrs S. Shortly after my leaving school, ' 
.she returned to her family in Somersetshire, 
and the last T heard of her was that she was 
gone to India. Imagine my pleasure, when, 
just now, on going into my milliner's, there I 
iQet my dear Marianne. You may suppose^ 
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thsit nfterso long a separation, we had much to 
^ny to puch other. 

Sim. No douht. 

^frs. b. But there was such a crowd at the 
miltmer'£4, we had littfe tiofie to talk. I forgot, 
even to u-ik her where she li?ed. 

■vfrn. That was unlucky ; for how are you to 
meet a^ain, in this wide world of London-? 

jIIi *, S. Oh ! I took care of that, for 1 have 
«»ngri^ed her lo dine. 

Sim, Tlut was right, my love ; whatever 
couLribute.s to your pleasure, is agreeahle to 
me. 

3iri. S. You are too kind, too attentive to me, 
Cbnrleij, 

Sim» Aye. 

\Mrs. S, I should be unjust were I to deny 
that I am the happiest woman in the world. 

Bro, Not 50 fast : one of the happiest, if 
you ptease ; for i flatter myself that Mrs. B. 
is equally ^o. 

Mrs. S. By the bye, you and Susan must be 
of the party. 

Bro. Willi great pleasure ; and, come 

a^ I am srttislied with our m^rnini^'s business, 
piA l\\ stand treat to a box at Uie Opera for 
the erening, 

Mrs. S. Hey-day, Mr. Bromley, you! 

Bro Mrd. B. last night dropt a hint that she 

should like to go, and Jis gallantry is my 

but, come, business before all : let*s to the 
eounling^Uouse, Simpson. 

Aiw, One kiss at parting, Anna ; Til soon be 
with you iigain. 
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Brom, Come, Simpson, come, what (he 

deuce who thinks of parting kisses when 

once they are married. Come, business be- 
fore all. [Exeunt Bromley and Simpson. 

Mrs. S. Yes, I am indeed the happiest of 
wiFes. How few among my married acquaint- 
ance whose peace is undisturbed by discon- 
tents and bickerings — by jealousy too often well 
fooiided — how blest then, am I, in the posses- 
sion of a man whose thoughts never wander from 
his own fire-side. 

Enter Mrs. Bromley . 

Good morning, my dear. Why, bless me, 
ifvhat ails you ? You seem out of spirits. 

Mrt. B. No — not I. It was late when you 
came home last night. 

Mrs. S. The concert was longer than usual. 

Mrs. B. Ah ! me! While you and Simpson 
were amusing yourselves at a concert, 1 was 
looping alone in the chimney-corner. 

Mrs. S. And Mr. Bromley, was not he there 
to keep you company ? 

Mrs. B,*No, he was busy all the evening in 
ills couHling-house. {.Bside.) as he said. 

Mrs. S. Well, this evening will make 
amends to you for the last. 1 expect an old 
friend to dinner, you will dine with us, and 
afterwards we all go to the Opera. It is to 
your good little man we are indebted for tbis 
treat. 

Mrs. B. Ah! my good little roan is very 
obliging. 

M's. S. Now, really, you ought to be more 
thankful to him, considering that he himself is 
aot fond of public amusements. 
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Mn. B. So he says^ and I ^oppose I must 
believe him — ^yet he often goes out, very often. 

Mrs. S, Do you know, my love, I sometimes 
think you are jealous ? 

Mrs. B. No, I am not, nor do I believe I 
have any cause to be so ; yet I wish my hus- 
band were less fond of the counting-house, and 
more assiduous in his attentions to me ; in shorty 
that he would follow the example of your's. 

Mrs, S. Con«siderthat men's characters differ; 
that Mr. Simpson is, by some years, a younger 
man, than 

Mrs. B. I am aware of all you would say, 
but 

Mrs. S. But ! Surely you delight in torment- 
ing yourself. 

Mrs. B, I am not jealous, but when I look 
about among our neighbours, men who all adore 
their wives — ah ! my dear! Some through 
vanity, others from mere inconstancy of cha"* 
racter. Why, there's our next-door neigh- 
bour, Mr. Honeymoon, who loves his wife to 
distraction, yet was not he seen the other day 
in a Tilbury with an Opera Dancer ? And as for 
Mr. Ledger, over the way, who doats upon 
Mrs. L. — if what the world says be true ! — *— 

Mrs. S, But be assured that Mr. Bromley is 
none of these. 

Mrs. B. 1 hope so ; but those men, those 
men, there's no knowing them, believe me. 
Enttr a Servant, 

Strvant. A French Lady, calling herself 
Madame La Trappe, desires to speak with yoa 
ma'am. 
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ACT I.] SflMPSON ^ CO. 13 

Mrs, S. With me ? I know no such person. 
But request her to walk in. 

Servant ushers in Madame La Trappe — Co small parcel 
in her hand. 

Mad, L, Miledi, I have the honneur to sa- 
lute you. I will to speak wiz Miledi Simpson. 

A^rs, S. If you mean Mistress Simpson, ma- 
dam, 1 am the person. 

Mad. L. Mistress, I am your servant — Ma- 
dame La Trappe, from Paris — (looking cau- 
tiously about.) I sell de little contraband ; I 
smusfgle de little raarchandize from Paris. I am 
recommend to you from Miledi Ledger, over 
de vvay. I hnve de advantage to sell to her many 
little ting what I smugj^le, and I sail be proud 
. to take de advantage of you. 

Mrs. S. Praj, ma'am, don't give yourself the 
trouble 

Mad. L. Trouble ! mon dieu, mon dieu, it 
U no trouble for so amiable leddi — [turning and 
eurtseying to Mrs. I^'rornley] — for so amiable 
two leddy — and some lace which was make for 
Madame La Duchesse ; mon dieu, I not remem- 
ber myself— here is forty yard, I sell for two 
guinea one v^rd. 

Mrs. B. Two guineas a yard ! that's ex- 
tremely dear. 

Mad. L. O, madame ! — mais madame is so 
amiable, 1 sell it for one guinea. 

Mrs. S. Really, ma'am, we cannot buy any 
thing to-day. 

Mad. L. iWai5, madame, c'est egal, you sail 
pot buy, but 1 have much pleasure to make you 
see. Here 19 do veil, it is pretty as one angel. 
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Hal ha! ba I hn ! ! tell \on — It was a sfnti- 
mcnt one great milord buy for two Imnrlred 
guinea for Mafrt'zelle Pirouette, of de Grnnd 
Opera — Hay ! ha ! ha J Dat poor milord ! he 
give it her to-day ; to-morrow she pell it to 
me^ and yesterday I sail sell it to every body 
el«e. 

Mrs, S. Once more, ma'am, t must beg you 
will give yourself no further trouble. 

Mail. L. (While mnkin^ np her parcels.) Dat 
is veil, madam ; 1 come to-day, becnuse 1 have 
to receive fifty pound in de bureau de counting- 
house down de stair. 

J\h's, B, To receive fifty pounds ! 

Mad, L, Oui, madame, one little nrrepta- 
(lon of Monsieur Bromely ; I receive it of one 
very pretty lady, beautrfuK wJ)o buy of mc some 
lace — Madame, Madame — I forgot her name, 
but she live in Harley-street. 

Mrs, J5. Alady in Harley-street, paying for 
h»ce with an acceptance of my husband's ! 

Mrs. L, You know de gentleman wnt live in 
de counting-house ? 

Mrs. S. Yes^ wo 

Mrs. B> {interrvplin^ hdr) No, ma*am, no. 
Do you ? Let her speak, my dear, let her speak. 

Mad. L. I know him — dat is, I only know 
him from to see him. 

Mrs. B. Aye, you saw him at the lady's 
house ? 

Mad. L, O, no, madame, I will not say so, 
because it will not be true ; beside, if I did see 
him, I am too discreet-^O, won Dieul mon 
Dieu! But how 1 know hiro,-it ia so, ha I ha Iv 



d by Google 



ACT I.J SIMPSON ^ CO. 15 

bal ha! It make me laugh whea I tink- 



Two time I see hiai wait at de door, he walk 
up and he walk down, backward and forward ; 
aud he stamp, and he swear, and he look iu 
great rage, like he was jealous, and he look at 
de window and de door — you understand 

Mrs B. Go on, ma'am ; pray go on. 

Mad. L. De first time I make no attention to 
him, hut when 1 see him wash two time before 
de door, I tink— Ah, ha ! Monsieur I Yet you 
know, madame, dat was only suspect, but when 
icome to-day touch my ^hy pounds — Ha! ha! 
ha ! ha ! it is droli ; 1 see de gentleman what 
i see walk about before de house of de pretty 
lady. 

Sirs. B. Are you certain, the gentleman you 
have jtist now seen is the same ? 

Mad. L. O, madame, wrz his little sanctify 
look— Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mrs. S, And what does tj: signify whether it 
be OP not ? 

Mad. L. Miledi, 1 he^ pardon to derange 
you ; vVhen you salh want de lace, de glove, de 
rouge, &c. 1 sail sell you for very little gain, 
aud you sail not forget Madame La Trappe.— 
{Curigeys,) Miledi, 1 have d'honeur to salute 
you, I am your very respectable servant indeed. 
(Mrs. Bromley follows her to the door.y Mou 
l)ieu, moo Dieu, mon Dieu, madame, do not 
give yourself de pain. I sail call again last week 
wis some beautiful dress, as vut you see — and 
1 call tell you more vat please you about the 
other gentilhomme, iu the bureau down stairs, 
iuid perbapd come j' es|>ere aaoder little uccep* 
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tiUioD for fifty pounds de lady will give me for 
what she is going to buy wis it — sans facjon, 
sans adieu — jusqu' au re voir. [Exit. 

Mrs. B. Well my dear what say you to this ? 

Mrs. S. Oh the idle talk of a chattering 
French dealer in smugj^led, goods. 

Mrs. B. Idle talk! Then how comes it that 
this pretty lady pays for lace with my husband's 
acceptance ? 

Mrs. S. The acceptances of the house arc 
negociated like bank-notes, and, passing from 
hand to hand, one may have fallen into the pos- 
session of the lady in Harley-street. Upon the 
same grounds I might as reasonably suspect 
Simpson. 

Mrs. B. Simpson, indeed ! no, no. Besides 
it w^s not Simpson she recognised in the count- 
ing-house. Simpson wasn't '^ de little sober 
gentlehomme" she twice saw watching the 
house in a jealous fury. And isn't the gen- 
tleman " with a little sanctify look," as she 
calls it, the exact description of my husband? 
She has said quite enough to satisfy me. 

Mrs. S. Be calm, my dear, all this will be 
satisfactorily explained to you, and you will be 
the first to laugh at your suspicions. For the 
present keep what you have heard a secret from 
every body, and, above all from your husband. 
{Aside,) The hypocritical villain ! 

Mrs. B Well, I'll endeavour by concealing 
what I know, to learn more. Nor do you, on 
any account mention it to Simpson. 

Mr«. S. Be assured I will not. 

Mrs. B. The monster! if he be guilty, I pro- 
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mise you that before two days has passed over 
his head he shall — the cruel monster I I could 
almost cry with vexation, [hursts info tears.] 

Mrs. S. (Aside) Poor Mrs. Bromley ! She 
is, really to be pitied, poor thing ! 

Eittfr Bromley, [gnili^ ] 

Bro. So, here you are, Susan, my dear. — 
Business is over for the day, and now I am at 
your disposal. Gad, I believe I must begin to 
copy Simpson, and run out of the counting- 
bouse every half hour to visit my wife. 

Mrs. B. (flrily) Indeed, sir! Upon my word— 
I never before saw you so gallant. 

Bro, True, my duck, true ; I mean to 
make amends. 

Mrs. K. To he plain with you,^ sir, a little 
change in your conduct would be very desirable. 

Mrs. S. (in an under voice, and as if anxious 
to prevent a quarreL) My love 

Bro, Well, from this time forward you shall 
find me "quite another thing ; every leisure 
moment I have shall be yours. I'll act the 
lover rather than the husband. I'll be a down- 
right Romeo, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mrs. B. Your determination to reform is 
rather sudden, sir. 

Bro, Don't throw cold water over me, my 
darliog ; don't you see I'm gay, I'm joyous. On 
makino: up my accounts of happiness, I find a 
large balance of content in my favour, business 
goes on swimmingly ; I've a wife whom 1 love, 
and — in short all my Jitile arrangements are 
mi^fhtj' comfortable. 

Mrs. B. (^Midi) His little anangements f — 

E ? 
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I congratulate jou sincerely on your comforta- 
ble little arrangements, Mr. Bromley. 

Mrs. S. (To her.) Pray have a care. 

Bro. Mr. Bromley ! and sir I this is very 
strange ! ivhat the deuce is the meaning of ail 
this coldness, and formality ? 

Mrs. B. Ask that of yourself, sir : look into 
your heart and you will there discover the 
cause. 

Mrs. S. (Checking her,) 

Bro, Look into my heart ? I may look into 
it for a month, and the chief article I shall find 
there will be a large stock in hand of love for 
my Susan. 

Mrs. B. (Aside) The perfidious wretcli ! 

Bro. Something is the matter, that's cer- 
tain — we parted good friends an hour agoj 
what has happened to put you out of humour 
since ? (she turns from hifn.) Mrs. Simpson, 
can you explain ? Wh.it crotchet has my wife 
got into her head now ? 

Mrs. S. (coldly) 'Tis nothing, sir, nothinj^ — 
'twill pass away 1 hope, [to Mrs. Bromley.] 

Bro. A word, Mrs. Bromley, if you please. 
You have the good luck to be married to a plain 
man, who-^ 

Mrs. B. (turning quickly upon him.) Well, 
sir, I know 1 am married to a plain man ; ami 
what then ? 

Bro, Why then, mn^lam, he loves you ho- 
nestly and sincerely — he does his utmost, ma- 
dqim, to make you happy, and — and — zound«, 
madam, what would you have more ? 

Irtrs. B. [Aside.y Who woM have thought 
'he traitor could carry it off <!o well. 
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Bro, Cornel, Susan, give me your Iwnd, 
antl let's have an end of this ; and till you have 
recovered your good temper, you had better 
retire to your own room. 

Mrs. S. (To Mrs, Bromley as she goes off) — 
Pray, pray, be more the mistress of yourself. 

Mrs. B. Ah, my dear, this blovir win be the 
death of me. \E,odt Mr. and Mrs. Bromley — she 
reluctantly giving him her hand* 

Mrs. S. Who would have suspected him ? 
Heavens', should the m:^n corrupt my Charles ! 
Nothing so dangerous for a husband as the so- 
ciety of persons of Mr. Bromley's character. — 
Here he comes. 

Enter Simpson. 

Well, Charles, you know what is going 
forward? 

Sim. No, love ; what? 

Mrs. S. Poh ! poh ! you know it as well as I 
do. 

Sim, Upon my honour I cannot even gness 
what yon alhule to. 

Mrs, S. 'Tis all discovered. 

Sim, (Alarmed,) Discovered ! — Does she 
su«pnct ? 

Mr?. S. About Bromley, you know. 

Situ, Bromley ! 

Mrs. S, His poor wife knows all about it. 

Sim, About what, my love ! 

Mrs. 8. His intrigues. 

Sim. His intrigues ! Bromley's intngries ? 
poh ! impossible, (laughing,) 

Mrs. S. Nay, 'tis useless, now, to pretend 
iVnorance ; we^ have jnst learot n h;it you have 
known long ago. 
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^im I bave known ! what have I known ? 

Mrs. S, That he has a mistress. 

Sim, What, Bromley ! The philosopher, the 
sober, steady ! Ha ! ha I ha I that's excellent ! 
Gome tell me all about it, my love, tell me all 
about it. 

Mrs. S. O, my dear Charles, I'm delighted. 
I perceive by your manner that you know no- 
thing of it. I was fearful thai you were, in hh 
confidence, and, to say the truth, that would 
have made me uneasy. 

Sim. I in his confidence ! No, no ; he knows 
me too well ; 1 should have lectured him round- 
ly had he hinted (Aside,) 'Gad I was afraid 

1 had been found out my^self. 

Mrs. S. Only imagine ; a French dealer in 
smuggled lace — A madamcLa Trappe, who ha? 
just been here, not knowing Sujsan, related to 
nn — but what am 1 doing ? Bromley, as yer, 
knows nothing of the discovery we have made, 
and I have promised Susan to keep the secret < 
till 

Sim, Well, but yon may tell me, Anna ; I 
Ung to hear all the particulars ; trust me — I'm 
dumb, you know. 

Mrs. S. No— no — no — ;ind 1 am to blame for 
having mentioned it to you at all. 

Sim, Who would ever have thought Ibis! 
And Bromley, of all men in the world. 

Mrs. S. Really— ha! ha! ha !~really of the 
two partners one would rather have suspected 
you than him. 

Sim, Ah ! nothing i? -^o little to be trusted i» 
as appearances. 
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Mrs. S. And now, Chatles^ I've a favour to 
ask of you. Mr. Bromley, no doubt, is a very 
honourable man in business, very correct ia 
trade ; but you Jire a younger man than he, 
and I seriously entreat you not to go out too 
freqaently with him ; there's no knowing how 
he may mislead you — it may be catching. 

Sim, You have nothing to fear on that score — 
1 know him now. 

Mrs. S. There's a good boy. Now I'll just 
go to poor Susan, and do what I can to comfort 
her. 

Sini, Do, love ; but don't remain long away 
from me. 

Mrs. S. No dear, I'll soon return. Ha ! what 

a happy woman am I. ' [Exit, 

Sim, So, so Mr. Bromley, you have your 

little frolicks abroad as well iis another, I find. 

Th^ hypocritical cur with bis. long face and 

crabbed morality this morning, when I but merely 

hinted at the posibility of— but really this is too 

y bad ! an avowed mistress ! My case is very 

different ; I regard my wife sincerely. So that 

should I even form a little attachment with Mrs. 

Fitzallan, there is no danger of its disturbing 

my domestic peace. Besides, as she knows 

roe only as Captain Walsingham, and — Oh, 

hang it, I'm not so indiscreet as my partner. — 

Ha ! here he comes, the rogue, I possess his 

secret, he is ignorant of mine, so I'll* make the 

best of my advantage, and torment his little sly 

soul out. 

Enter BroroUgr. 
Brotn. There she sits mumping and sulking^ 
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i^peakiDo; half words, ami — Ah! Simpson — there** 
my il'4(.5i i,\ the temper uj'a hyena, au«i I'lljuap 
u>.k >ou vvhy ? 

vSii/i. Yon needn't askrae! — you kiioiv well 
euout;h. 

/)>•>. I know ! I'll b<i bouijil she herself 
does not know; but woman's whims 

Sim. Hark ye, my dear lellow ; 1 am jour 
friend ; you know I am ; a:* yon would be mine 
under ^imilar cireumstances. i have promised 
my wife to say nothing to you about the oiatter, 
but let me put you on your ajuard. ^looks cau- 
liously around, and then whimpers.] It is a cursed 
awkward l»usiness it is all discovered. 

Bro. Discovered ! What^s discovered ? 
Who has discovered ? What's the discovery ? 

Sim, Your wife, poor thing — she knows al} 
about it. 

Bro. Does she ? 

Sim, Yes, she does — and she has told mine. 

Bro, AntI pray what has she told her ; 
an<l what do they both know ? 

Sim, That confounded Madame La Trappe ! 
why didn't you bribe her to hold her tongue t 
She has been here and blabbed the whole 
affair. 

Bro. And who the devil is madame La 
Trappe ? 

Sim. Why, the French smuggler, you know. 

Bro. Curse me if I know any smu£:sler, 
French or £n<(lish. U every body out of their 
senses to-day ? 

Sim. No, sir, no, we are all in our senses. — 
But madame La Trappe, whom you affect not 
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to know, yet who knows >'^"^ perfectly 
"%veJI, ha? expound all your j>eccadiIloeF. 
In short, phe has divnlged to your wife, that, iii 

a certain sly rorner— — you understandr 

Jh^o, No, 1 doa*t ; what do you mean hy n 
sly corner ? 

Stm. Why, not to mince the matter, you keep^ 
a girl. 

Bro. I keep a girl ! — Lei me M) you Mr- 
Simpson, (his is a had jpke, a damnM bad joke, 
yind 1 don't allow of je^tinsc on ?uch a subject. 

Sirn, Oh, no. to he ?ure :-— it was but thiW 
Tnofnincjyou wjjd to m<*, with that puritanical 
face of yours — ** My marriage promise is as 
pacred ap nry acceptance." 
Bro- So it is, sii\ 

Sim, Ecad, then, ifthisisyour Way of bo- 
fionrins: ymir conjusral acceptances, you'll Foon 
lo*e your credit i-n the bank of Hymen. 

Bro. Plague upon yon tvnd Hymen, and 
Ma<lame La Trappe, and' the whoHp firm^l'you ! 
Sim. Nay, if yon »re*a,ng:ry, I have no* more 
to say. But now, coolly, the be^t of u«! may fro 
jrii^tray, and if you can't help being ?tich a terri- 
ble turk after the w/>meT) — - > ■■ • 
Bf-o. A turk ! I, atnrk! 
Sm. Aye-^-it's consfitutional with you, I sup- 
pose : why, then, face it out to your wifo, afid 
swear youVe innocent ; Hut denying flie fact to 
me*— man to man — poH l^— it'j» ndiculouji. 

Bro. Mr. Simo'^nn, for the last time, 1 beg 
you'll drop the sibj^ct; I am not to be made a 
ijutt for your ribalury. 

Sim. Vm done : I i)aT>e acquitted mj*"**lf<if|t 
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tapk ofTrienclship, and have but one word to 
add ; you are watched, dogged, and surroiinrted 
with spies ; but since you wont let nie help you 
out of the scrape — go — I abandon you to your 
unhappy fate. 

ExiUr Foster, 

Fo%. A letter, sir^ the bearer says it is of the 
greatest importance. 

Brom, {apening it.) Ha ! from our bankers. 
{reads) ** Private. We have strong reason to 
belieye that the bouse of Snakeley k Co. which 
is indebted to yours upwards of eight thousand 
pounds, is on the point of stopping payment.** 
So here's wherewithal to put an end to your 
jesting. 

Sirn. Unlooked-for disaster! What's to be 
clone ! Three thousand, money lent. 

Bro, We wanted but this to complete the 
pleasure of the morning. 

Sim. (in the greatest agitation.) Go to thero, 
Bromley — no — I'll go myself — Foster, send for 
n coach — or, stop, it is but a step, I shall go 
faster a-foot — be cakn, my dear fellow, .be 
calm ; Foster, make out a statement of this — 
no, rather .(^«Hn^ Bromley'' s hand) leave it to 
me, IMl talk to them ; I'll see what is to be 
done with them ; Til return instantly, (going. 

Bro. {calling after him) Hold ! hold ! the 
securities I gave you, and which Mr. Tradely 
is to call for. 

Sim. Aye, true, the securities ; at such a 

moment as this, I hardly what the devil 

' have I done with them ? 

Bro, You put them in your pocket. 
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V 

Sim. Did I ? I I'm so flostered {feel- 
ing in his pockets) Oh here thejr are ; yoa'll 
find them in this, and — {gives Bromley the pocket 
book) this is a dreadful hlow, but Pll see what 
can be done. Come with me, Foster, come. 
[Exit in the greatest agitation ^ followed by Fos- 
ter. 

Bro, A charming morning, indeed ! a quarrel 
with my wife about nothing, and a failure in 
business to the amount ofeight thousand pounds ; 
Oh, I begin to perceive that in matrimonial, as 
well as in mercantile speculations, when one 
comes to make out the account of profit, a 
plaguy deal must be set down to per contra 
creditor. [Exit. 

ACT II.— SCENE Continues. 

Enter Bromley. 

Brom. Thanks to the intercession of Mrs. 
Simpson I am friends \vith my wife : she has 
pardoned me, as she is pleased to express it, 
though Pm as innocent as a new-born babe. 
This was our first quarrel, and, pray heaven, ft 
may be the last ; for, from this little specimen, 
I am certain that when a man's better half is 
discontented — t'other half has a damnable time 
of it. 

Enter Mrs. Simpson, [very grdveljf,'} 

My dear Mrs. Simpson, how much am I oblig- 
ed to you ; but for you I had been a lost man. 

Mrs. 5. Mr. Bromley, I am glad I find you 
alone. I desire a little private conversation 
with you. 

c 
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Brom, With me ? 

Mrs. S. Pray look whether any one is with- 
in hearing, close the door, and hand me a chair. 

Bro. [placing the chairs] What ii all this to 
lead to ! (Aside,) 

Mrs. S, {After a short pause, and very seri- 
ously) Mr. Bromley you know my regard 

for your wife ; you know I consider Susan and 
you as our l>est friends, and it is natural I should 
take a deep interest in all that concerns you. 

Bro. You'^rc a kind soul ; if it had'n't been 
ior your interference just now — 

Mrs. S. Well, well, it has had its effect ; — I 
am persuaded, therefore, yeu will not take amis« 
my speaking to you upon this very delicate sub- 
ject. 

Brom, No, ma'am, — no — no. {aside) Some- 
thing new I suppose. 

Mrs. S. Then, sir, if you are not too far 
gone, {Bromley starts) I would prevent the re- 
currence of the unhappy disagreement your 
misconduct has occasioned 

Brom, My misconduct ! it is an invention^ a 
libel, n caluuiny, and I never in my life 

Mrs. S. 1 had prepared myself for all you 
would say, Mr. BromJey, but listen to me as 
your friend ; the past will be forgotten, but for 
the future, — pray, pray, Mr. Bromley, let the 
scenes of this day serve you as a warning : and 
do not you, either by bad counsel, or pernicious 
example, corrupt my poor Charles. 

Brom, I corrupt him. ! 1 ! — don't drive me 
j^turk staring mad* 



t 
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Enter Mrs. Bromley. 

Mrs. B. (^endeavouring to suppress her paS' 
sion) Very pretty — sweetly pretty, indeed,— I 
congratulate you— I— I admire your taste, Mr. 
Bromley. 

Bro. My taste in what ? 

Mrs. B. She is very hamisome, 1 must allow. 
It^ould be difl&cult to make a better choice. 

Bro, Again ! the same eternal, infernal 

subject! {aside, and as '^ startled by a sudden 
thought) Lord help me ! Is it possible I could 
bave gone astray without knowing it ? 

Mrs. B. Twenty, or tw^-and-twenty at the 
xitmost; blue eyes, ruby lips, complexion like 
a rose 

Bro. {unable any longer to suppress Ms an- 
fifcr) Madam, what is your reason for all this ? 
am I to be made the laughing-stock of the whole 
1)0use ? During this entire day, have I been 
worried by one or the other. Can there be 
^ny thing like appearances against me ? Let 
roe see, on Tuesday I stipped with my old aunt, 
Wednesday — 

Mrs. B. Don't be at the trouble of inventing 
excuses. 

Bro. Not 1, madam ; I shan't condescend 
to justify myself :- -flesh and blood can bear 
this no longer. Do what you please, say what 
jou please, call me what you will : — and since 
you are determined to be jealous, hang me if I 
liav*n't a great nsind to take the trouble of giv- 
ing you cause — Mrs. Bromley! [Exit. 
Mrs. S. {aside) His manner convicts him. 
Mri. Bjj It's the way with them all : when 
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they have nothing to say in their defence, they 
atsame the airs of the iojared party. 

Mrs. S. Bat my dear, what^s the meaning of 
this altercation ? 

Mrs. S*. The profligate ims^ines that jast 
now I saw his red morocco pocket-book lying 
on his writing-table. I know not what impulse 
prompted me to open it, but finding nothing in 
.it except papers of business, — securities, F be- 
lieve,— I was going to replace it, when I per- 
ceived a spring in the corner ; 1 prest upon it, 
removed a secret slide, and there, to my horror^ 
discovered— 

Mrs.S. Letters? 

Mrs. B. Worse ! the Creature's portrait. 

Mrs. S. Abominable ! — (aside) Charles shall 
positively dissolve partnership. 

Mrs. B. She is handsome enough, but so 
much the worse. And he !— To hear him one 
would think his whole soul ii wrapt up in me ; 
but I know him now ; I have found him out at 
last, the perfidious monster I 

Mrs. S, You have done well to conceal from 
him your discovery. 

Mrs. B. O, my dear, had I mentioned it to 
him he would have sworn it was the portrait of 
some sixteenth cousin in Yorkshire, or a lady 
to whom he paid his addresses in his youth. 

Mrs. 5. No doubt of it. 

Mrs. B. But I'll confound him yet. I replaced 
the book just where he left it. But their let- 
ters—their letters 1 No doubt^ the dear souls, 
occasionally write to ea^h other. I'll contrive 
to obtain possession of some of their tendei 
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epistles, and we shall then hear what the wretch 
will have to say for himself. 

Mrs, S. Susan, my love ; instead of anger 
and reproaches, the common error of offended 
wives, endeavour to reform him by kind and 
gentle remonstrances. Except in hearts utterly 
depraved, these wild attachments arei<eldom of 
Jong duration when opposed by the di^nterested 
aHection of a wife. 

Mrs. B. True, true, PlI 1 know not what 

I'll do. But here comes Mr. Sianpson. Ah! 
Anna, you are a happy woman ! Let me qiiit 
you, my love, for the very sight of a faithful 
husband renders my monster i^ore odious to 
me. [Exit. 

Mrs. S. Poor thing I my heart bleeds for her. 

Enter SiuipsoQ — {giiiltf) 

Sim. [speaking as he enten) Where is my 
partner ! i have recovered the whole of our 
debt, §ind now— —where is Bromley ? 

Mrs.,S. 0, Charles, don^t name him. Did 
you but know What has passed during your ab- 
sence ! 

Sun. What, more evidence against the gay 
deceiver I 

Mrs. S. The wretch ! But Tm glad you are 
returned, for though he does not deserve your 
intercession, you must, for his wife's sake, en- 
deavour to restore harmony betiveen ihem. 

Sim. Me, my love 1 this is. a very delicate 
affair ; and for me to interfere. 

Mrs. S. You are, in all respects, the pro- 
perest person. Besides, in those cases, eoiam- 
c 2 
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pie goes a great way ; and, by hokling up to> 
him your own excellent conduct as a 

Sim. Confessed, true ; but my conduct — *hat 
is, it would appear like vanity in me to — be- 
sides — in a word, my lave, what would you 
have me say to bin^ ? 

Mrs. S. Say to him, Mr. Simpson !— then do 
you enceurage him in his wicked doings ? 

Sim. What^— I ! — {aside.) 1 shall betray my- 
self. — {with c^^cted energy.) I encourage biml 
'Tis infamous ! 'tis abominable ! I'll read him . 
such a lecture aa shall make him sink into the i 
earth ; I'll overwhelm him with 

MrsS. Do with him as you. please, love ; 
do not spare l^im^ for we now have the naost 
positive proof of his having a mistress. 

Sim. {Eagerly) Is she pretty ? — {checks him- 
self.) . ; 

Mrs. S. Blue eyes, ruby lips, complexion 
like a rose. — . 

Sim. {Aside) Exactly like Mrs. Fitzallan. 

Mrs. S. But, were she an angel, her beauty 
is DO apology for him. ^ 

Sim. Certainly not, certainly not. What bu- 
siness has the husband of one of the prettiest 
women in the Qtty, to be running after angels : 
'tis scandalous, 'tis — {aside) I'm in a cursed 
awkward position here, and the sooner I get 
away the better. But I'll attack him at once ; 
I'll lecture him ; Fll hector him ; and he must 
reform his conduct, or no longer call me bis 
friend. 

Mrs. S. You are right, my love, for, as it is, 
the man is no company for you . 
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Sim, No, I're done with him i I've ho pity 
fcr a man who goe» astray^^and wants addresn 
to guard agaio&t detection, {(tmde) [Exit, 

Mrs. S. I doubt hk success : Mr.. Bromley, 
I fear, is a hardened sinner. Besides he knows 
too well the purity of i»y CharlesV p^inpiples^ 
ta confess hi» error to him. 

£nfer a Servant.. 

Ser. Mrs. Fitzallen, ma'am. 

Mrs. S. Mrs. Fitzallen ? i'am not acquainted 
with the woman, (locking out) Ah ! 'tis Mari- 
anne. [EseU Servant. 

Enter Mrs. FitzalTeri; 
My dear Marianne, my earliest iVietid^ how de- 
lighted I am to meet you once again. 

Mrs. F, After a separation of five years at 
length me meet. How often have I thought on 
my old school-friend. I have a thousandthings 
to ask, a thousand things to say to you. 

Mrs S. But before I answer you a single 
question, you must tell me all that hai^ happen- 
ed to you since you Jeft England, 

Mrs. F. Ah, my dear! — My history, though 
short, is a sad one. You heard of iny going t6 
India; there I married General Fitzallan, and 
within two years after our marriage — (.weeps) 

Itfrs. S. How ! already a widow ! 

Mrs. F. Too true.— (^tg^ingr) 

Mrs. S. Come, come, lofte.— This is the day 
of our re-union, and 1 shall insist on your being 
very gay. 

Mrs. F. Well, well.— And you too, are mar- 
ried ? 

Mrs. S. Yes, sure, I am settled dpw» i« Mine 
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iDg Lane, in the the midst of invoices, ledgers, 
and hills of lading ; 1 am a plain sober city wife. 

Mrs. F. And your husband ? Come, tell me 
all about him. Is he an old stumpy little man 
in a grey coat and a brown wig ? or young and 

handsome, and like the beings at the other 

side of Temple-bar ; and is he kind and atteo- 
tiTC to you ? And are you happy together ? 

Mrs. S. That indeed we are ; but you will see 
him presently, and Til answer for it you will be 
delighted with him. If he has a fault it is that 
bis i^dness of me renders him almost ill-bred 
in his behavopr to every other woman. 

Mrs F. Don't attempt to correct him ; 'tis 
an uncommon fault with husbands. 

Mrs S. That's true ; few men are like Simp- 
son, (looking cautiously around) Now there is 
my husband's partner, Mr Bromley — Peter 
Bromley— a pretty name for a gay deceiver- 
Mrs F. That name is familiar to me. Ob ! 
I remember — 1 received some acceptances of 
his in payment from my poor husband's execu- 
tor. 

Mi*sB. Well — only conceive— his wife, poor 
thing—- 

Mrs F, Does he neglect her ? 

Mrs S. He's a wretch ! We have the most 
positive proof against him. I do all 1 canto 
console ^oor Susan, but what can avail in such 
a case ? 

Mrs F. Oh ! these men, these men ! And the 
inconceivable effrontery of some of tbem ! What 
think you for instance, of a man 1 never saw 
before in my life — one captain — captain — ca|^- 
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tain Walsingham, who, wkhout aay sort of in- 
trodactioD, twice presents himself at my house, 
UDder preteuce of settling some business for 
me at the. India-house. 

Mrs, S, Is it possible ! and hoW did you re- 
ceive him ? 

Mra F. As his ioffolence deserved of course, 
and for some time I heard no more of him. Btit 
within these f^w days he has dared to write to 
me. His first letter 1 returned to hiQi unan- 
swered, but he so pesters me with his epistles 
that I find it less trouble to burn them unop^- 
ed. Then. I can scarcely stir from home but 
h^ follows my carriage, and^— ill shbft, his im- 
portunities are become so ii'k^me, that I aon 
iudf determined to apply to the magistrates. 

Mrs S. Hush ! l^ere come the unhappy pai^. 
{Tkey walk up tks stagey 

Muter Bromley and Mrs. Bromley. 

SrQ. {spe^ on entering) Oh, with all my 
heart ! separate maintenanQft, or no maipten^nce 
at all, if you> prefer it:<— So you will but cease to 
tor^BMiit o»e- ^ 

Mrs, B. Tbi not the woman M^. Bron^ey, to 
bear sucb wrongs tamely ; I have relations 
and— 

Mrs Sx (coniMig' Moitily forward). For heav- 
en's sake here's a visitor— 1 must present to 
you a dear friend of mine— Mr^ Fitzallao. 

Bro. (bowing) Any friend of Mrs Simpson's 
—Madam, your servant. 

Urs B. 1 am delighted, ma'am, to— (Joofctng 
itmdfitstlji at Mrs Fits^an, she stays to Mrs 
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Simpson') Oh ! support me my dear, I'm faint^ 

IQg. V 

MrsS. What is the matter ? 

Bro, (taking her hand, which she hastily "wtdt' 
draws) What ails you, my duck ? 

Mrs F, The lady is very pale. 

Mrs B. [repulsing her) *Tis nothing madnm, 
^tis pa«t— it was merely the surprise. There 
are persons {half directed to Bromley) who cin 
jsttpport a surprise without the slightest change 
of countenance . Mr Bromley 1 dare say is of 
«ny opinion. 

Mrs S. 1 perceive nothing very surprising, 
my dear, in a simple introduction to an old 
Ifriend of mine. 

Mrs B. The lady is not altogether unknown 
fb me, nor to Mr Bromley neither. 

Bro, To me t 1 don't recollect ever haviog 
bad the honour of seting the lady hefore. ^ 

Mrs F. I go but little into society, ma'am ; 
may I ini|uire where yon 

Mrs B. This ^en^eman is more competent 
to answer the question than myself, madam. 

Mrs S. '(aside) What can she mean ? 

Bro. (in cm ^rider tone emdwith suppressed 
<mger) Madam, let me advise you, for your own 
«ake not to expose yoor folly to a stranger. 
{Aside) I wonder she has not attacked fat Bet- 
ty, the cook, or old Sally, the housemaid. 

Mra fi. (to^Mrs Fitzallan) Pray^ madam, did 
you ever sit for your portrait ? 

Mrs F. (^laughing) I now perceive the oc- 
casion of your suprtse. No doubtyoo saw 0^ 
portrait in the Exhibition ; and the likeness^ 
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which was indeed allowed to he perfect, has led 
you to imagine-'Ha I ha ! ha !— and my black 
velvet dress— did you remark how finely that 
was painted? 

Mrs B. {aside) Black velvet l ^tis that— • 
there's no longer a douht. 1 am perfectly welt 
acquainted with the miniature, madam^ but it 
was not at tbe-Cxhibition I saw it 

Mrs F. A miniature? you roistakCji a full 
length picture. 

Mrs S. {aside) Can her jealousy have 8o> 
blinded her. {aloud and laughing) I begin ta 
understand the meaning of this, but take ipy. 
word for it, my (fear, yau yiere never so mis- 
taken in your life^ 

Mrs F. {aside), Good heavem: t Calx I be 
the cause of aoy disagreement here. ? 

Bro. Well, ladies, to me all this iis a riddle i 
I have lived in a riddle this whole day. As 1 
never was very apt at guessing riddfes^ I shall 
quietly leave to time the task of expounding 
this. 

I^nUr Simpsoff. 

Sim. Well, lov«, 'tis now dinner time ; are 
you sure your friend, Marianne, will come ? 

Mrs S. {pointing io Mrs Fitzallan, whose back 
M turned from Simpson) She is here, CharleS:^ 
Marianne, I must present my husband to you — 
Mr Simpsou. 

Mrs F. This gentleman ! Mr Siuipson ? 

Sim. {overwhelmed with confusion, yet poinU 
edly and rapidly) Is tbie husband of your friend^ 
madam— (aW(/«) I wish I was up to my neck in, 
ahonci-pocd! 
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Mrs jP. I congratulate yoa sincerely, sir, on 
your choice. Wc were just speaking of yoa ; 
Mrs Simpson has emphatically eulogised yoar 
undivided attention to her, and no one is more 
desirous than myself to believe, that you fully 
merit her confidence. 

Sim. I^reatly embarrassed] 0, madam ! when 
the heart — when a wife — when a husband, 
whose constancy, whose fidelity — a virtue now 

departed from with impunity [Aside] I'm 

dished 1 

Mrs. B. [T# Bromley] Do you hear tliat> 
base man ? 

Bro. Yes, I hear ; though I understand no- 
thing about it. However, I am determined to 
be silent, and we shall see which of u^ will be 
tired soonest. 

Mrs. S. Tto Simpson, and pointing toxioards 
Bromley] Yon are too severe, my love ; be 

compassionate a little indulgence^ [To 

Mrs. Fitzallan] am I not right ? 

Sim, A little indulgence — aye, aye, a little — ' 
we all have need of it — besides, at an age when 
the passions, and when — after all, there are 
greater sinners than we !— Eh, Bromley, 

Bro, {Aside,) It seems as if Simpson's tarn 
bad come. Well, turn and turn about — my wife 
and I have need of a little rest, that's certain. 

Sim. And when one considers the weakness— 
the the less I sty the better. 

Mrs. fUtz. That, sir is exactly my opinion. 

Mrs. S. I am glad, Charles, to find you so 
weak an advocate in so bad a cause. 

Mrs. F. To put an end to a conversation 
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which must be exceedingly embarrassing to a 
certain person of the party— —pray tell me, 
Mr. Simpson, whether you happen to.be ac- 
quainted with one Captain Walsingbam ? 

Sim. (To her) The cruel little de?il ! (aside) 
Yes, ma'am ; I'm not quite— -^yes, yes, I knew 
him^-^ma'am ; that is— ma'am, I knew him for- 
merly. 

Mrs. S. [Aside] I regret that Charles, was 
acquainted with so disreputable a person. 

Mrs. F. Do tell me what is his character, 
Mr. Simpson. « 

5m. His character ? Oh, he!s a*— a sort of 
a — a perfect man of honour^ I assure you, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. F. No doubt ; he seems too, to be a 
derot^d slave of the ladies. 

Mrs. S. Pray, Charles, present my respects 
to your Captain Walsingbam. Mrs. Fit^allan 
has related to me a little anecdote concerning 
him, which places him very high in my esteem. 

Sim, What then, you know— -[ct«tVe] Can 
she have told ! 

Mrs F. Do you know, Mr. Simpson, whe* 
ther he still maintains his influence at the India 
house ? 

Sim. [pointedly] No, ma'am ; he's now an 
ex-director ; has abandoned all intentions of 
further interference in that quarter— How shall 
I get out of this ? Here William,— a— fet's 
have dinner, do ye hear ? it's full time. > 
Enter a Servant 

Ser. Dinner sir, won't be ready this half- 
hour. [Exit 
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they have nothing to say in their defence, they 
assume the airs of the injared party. 

Mrs. S. But my dear, what's the meaning of 
this altercation ? ^ , • « 

Mrs. S. The profligate imagines that jast 
DOW I saw his red morocco pocket-book lying^ 
on his writing-table. I know not what impulse 
prompted me to open it, but finding nothing in 
it except papers of business, — securities, I be- 
lieve,— I was going to replace it, when I per- 
ceived a spring in tlie corner ; 1 prest upon \ty. 
removed a secret slide, and there, to my horror^ 
disc^overed— 
Mrs. S. Letters ? ' 
Mrs-B. Worse? the Creature's portrait. 
Mrs.S. Abominable !—(as»^e) Charles shalE 
positively dissolve partnership. 

Mrs B. She is handsome enough, but so- 
much the worse. And he !— To hear him one 
would think his whole soul ii wrapt up m me ; 
but I know him now ; I have found him out at 
last, the perfidious monster ! 

Mrs. S, You have done well to conceal from 

hkn your discovery. j -♦ 4^ 

Mrs. B. O, my dear, had I mentioned it to 

him he would have sworn it was the portrait ot 

some sixteenth cousin in Yorkshire, or a lady 

to whom he paid his addresses m his youth. 

Mrs. 5. No doubt of it. 

Mrs. B. But I'U confound himy et. I replaced 

the book just where he left it. But their let- 

ters-their letters i No doubt, the dear souls, 

occasionally write to ea^h other.^ HI conUive 

to obtain possession of some of their tender 
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epistles, and we shall then hear ^'hat the wretch 
will have to say for himself. 

Mrs, S. Susan, my love ; instead of anger 
and reproaches, the common error of oflfended 
wives, endeavour to reform him by kind and 
gentle remonstrances. Except in hearts utterly 
depraved, these wild attachments are i<eldom of 
' Jong duration when opposed by the disinterested 
- direction of a wife. 

Mrs. B, True, true, TU 1 know not what 

I'll do. But here comes Mr. Sianpson. Ah! 
Anna, you are a happy woman ! Let me quit 
you, my love, for the very sigh^ of a faithful 
husband renders my monster i;nore odious to 
me . [Exit. 

Mrs. S. Poor thing I my heart bleeds for her. 

Enter SiinpsoQ — (5^*<(y) 

' Sim. (speaking as he enten) Where is my 
partner t 1 have recovered ihc whole of our 
debt, ?ind now— where is Bromley ? 

Mrs.S. 0, Charles, donH name him. Did 
you but know what has passed during your ab- 
sence ! 

^m. What, more evidence against the gay 
deceiver ! 

Mrs. S. The wretch ! Put Vm glad you are 
returned, for though he does not deserve your 
intercession, you must, for his wife's sake, en- 
deavour to restore harmony between them. 

Sim* Me, my love I this is a very delicate 
affair ; and for me to interfere. 

Mrs. S. You are, in all respects, the pro- 
perest person. Besides, in those cases, exam- 

C iV 
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pie goes a great way ; and, by holding up to 
him your own excellent conduct as a 

Sim. Confessed, true ; but my coodiwt— 4hat 
is, it would appear like vanity in me to— be- 
sides — in a word, my lave, what would you 
have me say to him ? 

Mrs. S. Say to him,^ Mr. Simpson I — then do 
you enceurage him in his wicke^ doings ? 

Sim. What,^— I ! — (^asidc.) 1 shall betray my- 
self. — (with effected energy.) I encourage him 1 
'Tis infamous ! 'tis abominable ! I'll read hiin^. 
such a lecture aa shall make him sink into the i 
earth ; I'll overwhelm him with 

MrsS. Do, with him as you. please, love ; 
do not spare i^im, for we now have the most 
positive proof of his having a mistress. 

Sim, (Eagerly) Is she pretty ? — (checks him- 
self,) 

Mrs. S. Blue eyes, ruby lips, complexion 
like a rose. — 

Sim. {Aside) Exactly Uke Mrs. Fitzallan. 

Mrs. S. But, were she an angel, her beauty 
is no apology for him. ^ 

Sim, Certainly not, certainly not. What bu- 
siness has the huslmnd of one of the prettiest 
women in. the pity, to be running after angels : 
'tis scandalous, 'tis — (aside) I'm in\ a cursed 
awkward position here, and the sooner I get 
away the better. But I'll attack him at once ; 
I'll lecture him ; Til hector him ; and he must 
reform his conduct, or no longer call me bis 
friend. . 

Mrs. S. You are right, my love, for, as it is, 
the man is do company for you. 
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Sim. No, I 're done with him : Pve no pity 
for a man who goes astray^^and wants addreap 
to guard against detection. (a«*i/c) [Ex^it 

Mra. S. I doubt bk success i Mr.. Bromley, 
I fear, is a hardened sinner. Besides he knows 
too well the purity of my Charles' pyinciples^ 
ta confess his^ error to him. 

Enier a Servant*. 
Scr. Mrs. Fitzallen, ma'am. 
Mrs. S. Mrs. Fitzallen ? I'am not acquainted 
with the woman. (Joeking out) Ah ! 'tis Mari- 
anne. [Exii Servant. 

Enter Mn. FitzaHeru 
My dear Marianne, my earliest IVieAd^ how de- 
lighted I am to meet you once again. 

Mrs. F, After a separation of five years at 
length me meet. How often have I thought on 
my old school-friend. I have a thousand^hings 
to ask, a thousand things to say to you. 

Mrs S. But before I answer you a single 
question, you must tell me all that hai^ happen- 
ed to you since you (eft England. 

Mrs. F, Ah, my dear! — My history, though 
short, is a sad one. You heard of my going t6 
India; there I married General Fitzalkn, and 
within two years after our marriage— (tweep*) 

Mrs. S. How 1 already a widow ! 

Mrs. F, Too true. — {^ig^ingy 

Mrs. S. Come, come, lofte.— This is the day 
of our re-union, and I shall insist on your being 
very gay. 

Mrs. F. Well, well.— And you too, are mar- 
ried ? 

Mrs. S. Yes, sure, I am settled dows ui Mine- 
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iDg Lane, in the the midst of invoices, ledgers, 
and bills of lading ; 1 am a plain sober city wile. 
Mrs. F. And your husband ? Come, tell me 
all about him. Is he an old stumpy little man 
in a grey coat and a brown wig ? or young and 
handsome, and-* — like the beings at the other 
side of Temple-bar ; and is he kind and atten- 
tive to you ? And are you happy together ? 

Mrs. S. That indeed we are ; but you will see 
him presently, and I'll answer for it you will be 
delighted with him. If he has a fault it is that 
his fondness of me renders him almost ill-bred 
in his behavo^r to every other woman. 

Mrs F. Don't attempt to correct him ; 'tis 
an uncommon fault with husbands. 

Mrs S. That's true ; few men are like Simp- 
son, {looking cautiously around) Now there is 
my husband's partner, Mr Bromley — Peter 
Bromley— a pretty name for a gay deceiver- 
Mrs F. That name is familiar to me. Ob ! 
I remember — 1 received some acceptances of 
his in payment from my poor husband's execu- 
tor. 

Mrs S. Well— only conceive— his wife, poor 
thing- 
Mrs F, Does he neglect her ? 
Mrs S. He's a wretch ! We have the most 
positive proof against him. I do all 1 can to 
console -poor Susan, but what can avail in such 
a case ? 

Mrs F. Oh ! these men, these men ! And the 
inconceivable effrontery of some of them ! What 
think you for instance, of a man I never saw 
before in my life — one captain— captain — cap- 
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taiD Walsingbam, wbo, wtthout aQj sort of id- 
trodactioD, twice presents himself at my hoase, 
under pretence of settling some business for 
me at the. India-house. 

Mrs. S. Is it possible ! and how did you re- 
ceive bim ? 

Mrs F, As his insolence deserved of course, 
and for some time I beard no more of htm. B\|t 
within these few days be has dared to write to 
me. His first letter 1 returned to hiip unan- 
swered, but be so pesters me with bis epistles 
that I find it less trouble to burn them unop^- 
ed. Then. I can scarcely stir frotti home bot 
be follows noy carriage, and— iii sbbft, his im- 
portunities are become so irk^me, that I am 
iialf determined to apply to the magistrates. 

Mrs S. Hush ! l^ert come the unhappy paii*. 
{They walk up the stage) 

Mnter BrcMaley and Mrs. BronUey. 

i^ro. {spe^ ofi entering) Oh, with all my 
heart ! separate maintenaD(;«t, or no mai^itenAnce 
Qt all, if you prefer it-^-So }ou will but cease to 
torjBABt Oi^ * 

Mrs, B. I'm not the woman Mr. Bromley, to 
bear such wroni^ tamely ; I have relations 
and— 

Mrs Sv {coming hastily forward) For heav- 
cn^s sake here's a visitor — i must present to 
you a dear friend of mine — Mi^ Fitzallao, 

^ro. {bowing) Aay friend of Mrs Simpson's 
--Madam, your servant. 

Mrs B. 1 am delighted, ma'am, to — {looking 
gteodfastly at Mrs Fit2;aUao» she «a^ to Mrs 
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Simpson) Oh ! support me my deat, I'm faint* 
lag. V 

Mrs S. What is the matter ? 

Bro, Uaking her hand, which she hastily 'with- 
draws) What ails you, my duck ? 

Mrs F. The lady is very pale. 

Mrs B. [repulsing her) 'Tis nothing madnm, 
^tis past — it was merely the surprise. There 
are persons [half directed to Bromley) who c£(n 
support a surprise without the slightest change 
ofcoufrtenance. JVIr Bromley I dare «ay is of 
my opinion. 

Mrs S. I perceive nothing very surprising, 
^y dear, in a simple introduction to an old 
friend of mine. 

Mrs B. The lady is not altogether unknomi 
!ft) me, nor to Mi* Bromley neither. 

Bro. To me ! I don't recollect ever having 
had the honour of seting the lady before. 

Mrs F. I go but little into society, ma'am ; 
may I ini|uire where yon- 
Mrs B. Thi« lentleman is more competent 
to answer the question than myself, madaoi. 

Mrs S. (awrfe) What can she mean ? 

Bro. {in an ^rider tont and with suppressed 
•anger) Madam, let me advise you, for your own 
«ake not t© expose yoor folly to a stranger. 
{Aside) i wonder she has not attacked fat Bet- 
ty, the cook, or old Sally, the housemaid. 

Mr« B. {to^Mrs Fitzallan) Pray, madam, did 
you ever sit for your portrait? 

MrsF. {laughing) I now perceive the oc- 
casion of your suprise. No doubt ydu saw my 
portrait in the Exhibition ; and the likeness. 
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which was indeed allowed to be perfect, bailed 
you to imagine— Ha I ha 1 ha I— and my black 
velvet dress — did you remark how finely that 
was painted ? 

Mrs B. (aside) Black ¥elret t 'tis that— 
there's no longer a doubt. I am perfectly welt 
acquainted with the miniature, madam^ but it 
was not at tbe^Cxhibition I saw it. 

Mrs jP. a miniature ? yau mistake^i a full 
length picture. 

Mrs S. (aside) Can her Jealousy have sa 
blinded her. (aloud and laughing) I begin ta 
understand the meaning of this, but take my, 
worxl for it, my <?ear, yau ^ere neyer so mis- 
taken in your Jife^ , 

Mrs F. (aside\ Good heavenfi t CaU I be 
the cause of any disagreement here, t 

Bro. Well, ladies, to me all this iis a riddte ^ 
I have lived in a riddle this whole day. As I 
never was very apt at guessing rjddfes, I shall 
quietly leave to time the task of expounding; 
this. 

^nter Simpsoa. 

Sim. Well, loy«, 'tis now dinnertime; are 
you sure your friend, Marianne, will come ? 

Mrs S. (pointing to Mrs Piizidlan^ whose hack 
is, turned from Simpson) She is here, Charles,. 
Marianne, I must present my husband to yoti— 
Mr Simpson. 

Mrs F. This gentleman ! Mr Sioipson ? 

Sim. (overwhelmed with confusionj yet peinU 
ecUy and rapidly) Is tbfe hufiband..of y our friend^ 
madam— (awrfe) I wish I was up to my neck in, 
a hon e-potid ! 
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Mrs F, I congratulate you sincerely, sir, on 
your choice. We were just speaking of you ; 
Mrs Shnpsbn has emphatically eulogised your 
undivided attention to her, and no one is more 
desirous than myself to believe, that you fully 
merit her confidence- 

Sim. \^reatly embarrassed] O, madam ! wben 
the heart— when a wife— when a husband, 
whose constancy, whose fidelity— a virtue now 

departed from with impunity [Aside] I'm 

dished t 

Mrs. B. [T# Bromley] Do you hear that^ 

base man ? . , , , 

Bro. Yes, I hear ; though 1 understand no- 
thing aboat it. However, I am determined to 
be silent, and we shall see which of us will be 
Ured soonest. 

Mrs. S. Tto Simpson, and pointing totsiards 
Bromley] Ton are too severe, my love ; be 

compassionate — ^a little indulgence- [To 

Mrs. Fitzallan] am I not right ? 

Sim. A little indulgence— aye, aye, a little — 
we all have need of it — ^besides, at an age when 
the passions, and when — after all, there are 
greater sinners than we ! — ^Eh, Bromley, 

Bro, {Aside.) It seems as if Simpson's turn 
had come. Well, turn and turn about — my wife 
and Ihave need of a little rest, that's certain. 

Sim, And when one considers the weakness— 
aie the less I ^ty the better. 

Mrs. Fttz. That, sir is exactly my opinion. 

Mrs. S. I am glad, Charles, to find you so 
weak an advocate in so bad a cause. 

Mrs. F. To put an end to a conversation 
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which must he exceedingly emharrassing to a 
certain person of the party— pray tell ine, 
Hr. Simpson, whether you happeato.be ac- 
quainted with one Captain Walsingham ? 

Sim. {To her) The cruel little devil ! (aside) 

Yes, ma'am ; Vm notquite--^ ^ye9»yc8, 1 knew 

him^-^ma'am ; that is— -ma'am, I knew him for- 
merly. 

Mrs. S. [Aside] I regret that Charles, was 
acquainted with so disreputable a person. 

Mrs. F. Do tell me what is his character, 
Mr. Simpson. v 

Sim. His character ? Oh» U6!s a<^a sort of 
a— a perfect man of honour^ I assure you, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. F. No doubt ; he seems too, to be a 
derot^d slave of the ladies. 

Mrs. S. Pray, Charles, present my respects 
to your Captain Walsingham. Mrs. Fitanllan 
has related to me a little anecdote concerning 
him, which places him very high in my es^teem. 

5tiji. What then, you know [aside] Can 

she have told ! 

Mrs F. Do you know, Mr. Simpson, whe- 
ther he still maintains his influence at the India 
house ? 

Sim, [pointedly] No, ma'am ; he's now an 
ex-director ; has abandoned all intentions of 
further interference in that quarter— How shrtll 
I get out of this ? Here William, — a— fet*8 
have dinner, do ye hear ? it's ftilHime. . 
Enter a Servant 

Ser. Dinner sir, won't be ready this half- 
hour. [Exit. 
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Brom. With me ? ** 

Mrs. S. Pray look whether any one is with- 
in hearing, close the door, and hand me a chair. 

Bro. [placing the chairs] What if all this to 
lead to ! (Aside.) 

Mrs. S, (After a short pause, and very seri- 
ously) Mr. Bromley you know my regard 

for your wife ; yau know 1 consider Susan and 
you as our l>est friends, and it is natural I should 
take a deep interest in all that concerns you. 

Bro. You're a kind soul ; if it had'n't been 
for your interference just now — 

Mrs. S, Well^ well, it has had its effect ; — I 
am persuaded^ therefore, yen will not take amiss 
my speaking to you upon this very delicate sub- 
ject. 

Brom, No, ma'am,-— no — no. {aside) Some- 
thing new I suppose. 

Mrs. 5. Then, sir, if you are not too far 
gone, (Bromley starts) i would prevent the re- 
currence of the unhappy disagreement your 
misconduct has occasioned 

Brom, My misconduct I it is an invention, a 
lil?el, acaluuiny,and I never in my life 

Mrs. iS. 1 had prepared myself for all you 
would say, Mr. BromJey, but listen to me as 
your friend ; the past will be forgotten, but for 
the future, — pray, priiy, Mr. Bromley, let the 
scenes of this day serve you as a warning : and 
do not you, either by bad counsel, or pernicious 
example, corrupt my poor Charles. 

Brotn. I corrupt him, ! 1 ! — ^don't drive me 
stark staring mad. 
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Enter Mrs. Bromley. 

Mrs. B. (^endeavouring to suppress her pas^ 
$ion) Very pretty — sweetly pretty, indeed,— I 
congratulate you— 1-— I admire your taste, Mr. 
Bromley. 

Bra, My taste in what ? 

Mrs. B. She is very han^sonie, 1 must allow. 
ItAvould be difficult to make a better choice. 

Bro. Again ! the same eternal, infernal 

subject I (aside, and as if startUd by a sudden 
thought) Lord help me ! Is it possible I could 
have gone astray without knowing it ? 

Mrs. B. Twenty, or tw.o-and-twenty at the 
utmost; blue eyes, ruby lips, complexion like 
« rose 

Bro. (unable any longer to suppress his an- 
^er) Madam, what is your reason for all this ? 
am I to be made the laughing-stock of the whole 
'bouse ? During this entire day, ha\re I been 
worried by one or the other. Can there be 
"any thing like appearances against me ? Let 
me see, on Tuesday I stipped with my old aunt, 
Wednesday — 

Mrs. B. Don't be at the trouble of inventing 
excuses. 

Bro, Not 1, madam ; I shan't condescend 
to justify myself :- -flesh and blood can bear 
this no longer. Do what you please, say what 
jou please, call me what you will : — and since 
you are determined to be jealous, hang me if I 
bav'n't a great mind to take thfe trouble of giv- 
ing you cause— Mrs. Bromley ! [EociL 

Mrs. S. (aside) His manner convicts him. 

Mr«. B] It's the way with them all : when 
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they have Dothiog to say in therr defence, tbey 
assume the airs of the injured party. 

Mrs. S. But my dear, what's the meaning of 
this altercation ? 

Mrs. S. The profligate imagines that just 
now I saw his red mo.rocqo pocket-book lying 
on his writing-table. I know not what impulse 
prompted me to open it, but finding nothing in 
.it except papers of business,— securities, I be- 
lieve,— I was going to replace it, wheii I per- 
ceived a spring in the corner ; 1 prest upon it^ 
removed a secret slide, and there, to my horror^ 
discovered — 

Mrs. S. Letters ? 

Mrs, B. Worse I the Creature's portrait. 

Mrs. S. Abominable! — (^aside) Charles shall 
positively dissolve partnership. 

Mrs. B. She is handsome enough, but so* 
much the worse. And he !— To hear him one 
would think his whole soul is wrapt up in me ; 
but I know him now ; I have found him out at 
last, the perfidious monster ! 

Mrs. S, You have done well to conceal from 
him your discovery. 

Mrs. B. O, my dear, had I mentioned it to 
him he would have sworn it was the portrait of 
some sixteenth cousin in Yorkshire, or a lady 
to whom he paid his addresses in his youth. 

Mrs. S. No doubt of it. 

Mrs. B. But I'll confound him yet. I replaced 
the book just where he left it. But their let- 
ters—their letters ! No doubt^ the dear souls, 
occasionally write to each other. I'll contrive 
to obtain possession of some of their tendei 



d by Google 



^ 



ACT II.] SIMPSON & CO. fd 

epistles, and we shall then hear what the wretch 
will have to say for himself. 

Mrs. S. Susan, my love ; instead of anger 
and reproaches, the common error of offended 
wives, endeavour to reform him by kind and 
gentle remonstrances. Except in hearts utterly 
depraved, these wild attachments are i^eldom of 
Jong duration when opposed by the disinterested 
affection of a wife. 

xMrs. B. True, true, Til 1 kaow not what 

I'll do. But here comes Mr. Sirtipson. Ah! 
Anna, you are a happy woman ! Let me quit 
you« my love, for the very sight of a faithful 
husband renders my monster lOore odious to 
me. [Exit, 

Mrs. S. Poor thing ! my heart bleeds for her. 

Enter SiinpsoD — (g^lif) 

Sim. {speaking a« he enters) Where is my 
partner ! 1 have recovered ihe whole of our 
debt, imd now— —where is Bromley ? 

Mrs.S. O, Charles, don^ name him. Did 
you but know What has passed during your ab- 
sence ! 

SuH. What, more evidence against the gay 
deceiver I 

Mre. S. The wretch ! Put I'm glad you are 
returned, for though he does not deserve your 
intercession, you must, for his wife's sake, en- 
deavour to restore harmony between them. 

Sim. Me, my love ! this is a very delicate 
affair ; and for me to interfere. 

Mi-s. S. You are, in all respects, the pro- 
perest person. Besides, in those cases, exam- 
c 2 
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pie goes a great way ; and, by hokling up to 
him your own excellent conduct as a 

Sim, Confessed, true ; but my conduct — -that 
is, it would appear like vanity in me to — be- 
sides — in a word, my lave, what would you 
have me say to hin^ ? 

Mrs. S. Say to him, Mr. Simpson I— then do 
you enceurage him in his wicke4 doings^ ? 

Sim. What,^— I ! — (^asidc) 1 shall betray my- 
self. — (with {^cied energy.) I encourage him 1 
'Tis infamous! 'tis abominable! I'll read him, 
such a lecture aa shall make him sink into the , 
earth ; I'll overwhelm him with 

MrsS. Do, with him as yoa please, love ; 
do not spare ^im, for we now have the most 
positive proof 9f his having a mistress. 

Sim, (^Eagerly) Is she pretty ? — (checks him-- 
self.) 

Mrs. S. Blue eyes, ruby lips, complexion 
like a rose. — 

Sim, {Aside) Exactly Uke Mrs. Fitzallan. 

Mrs. S. But, were she an angel, her beauty 
is BO apology for him. * 

Sim. Certainly not, certainly not. What bu- 
siness has the husband of one of the prettiest 
women in the <;tty, to be running after angels : 
'tis scandalous, 'tis — (aside) I'm in\ a cursed 
awkward position here, and the sooner I get 
aivay the better. But I'll attack him at once ; 
I'll lecture him ; Pll hector him ; and he must 
reform his conduct, or no longer call ate bis 
friend. 

Mrs. S. You are right, my love, for, as it is^ 
the man is do company far you. 
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Sim, No, Vre don^ with him : Pre bo pity 
for a man who goe& astfay^^aad wants addre^ 
to gtiard against detection, {aside) [Eo^it 

Mrs. S. I doubt hk success i Mr.jfeomlej, 
I fear, is a hardened sinner. Besides he knows 
too well the purity of n^ CharlesV pyinfiiples^ 
to confess his^ error to him. 

Enter ^ Servants 

S^r. Mrs. Fitzallen, ma'am. 

Mrs. S. Mrs. Fitzallen ? I'am not ac^^uainted 
wiA the woman, (lookup out) Ah! 'tis Mari- 
anne- [£aai Servant. 

Enter Mrs. Fitzatten^ 
My dear Marianne, my earliest Mend ^ how de- 
lighted I am to meet yon once again. 

Mrs. F. After a separation of fi?e years at 
length me meet. How often hare I thought on 
my old school-friend. I have a thousand things 
to ask, a thousand things to say to you. 

Mrs S. But before I a:nswer you a single 
question, you must tell me all that hatf happen- 
ed to you since you kft England, 

Mrs. F. Ah^ my dear !— My history, though 
short, is a sad one. You heard of iny going t6 
India ; there I married General Fitzalkn, and 
within two years after our marriage^(;vcepy) 

Jtfrs. S. How ! already a widow ! 

Mrs. F. Too true.— (^tgAtt^) 

Mrs. S. Come, come, love.— This is the day 
of our re-union, and I shall insist on your being 
very gay. 

Mrs. F. Well, well.— >And you too, are mar- 
ried ? 

Mrs. S. Yen, sure^ I am settled down ui Mine- 
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iDg Lane, in the the midst of invoices, ledgers, 
and bills of lading ; 1 am a plain sober city wife. 
Mrs. F. And your husband ? Come, tell me 
all about him. Is he an old stumpy little man 
in a grey coat and a brown wig ? or young and 
handsome, and-* — like the beings at the other 
side of Temple-bar ; and is he kind and atteo- 
ti?e to you ? And are you happy together ? 

Mrs. S. That indeed we are ; but you will see 
him presently, and I'll answer for it you will be 
delighted with him. If he has a fault it is that 
his fondness of me renders him almost ill-bred 
in his behavojur to every other woman. 

Mrs F. Don't attempt to correct him ; 'tis 
an uncommon fault with husbands. 

Mrs S. That's true ; few men are like Simp- 
son, (looking cautiously around) Now there is 
my husband's partner, Mr Bromley— Peter 
Bromley — a pretty name for a gay deceiver- 
Mrs K That name is familiar to me. Oh ! 
I remember — I received some acceptances of 
his in payment from my poor husband's execu- 
tor. 

Mi's S. Well— only conceive— his wife, poor 

thing- 
Mrs F, Does he neglect her ? 
Mrs S. He's a wretch ! We have the most 

positive proof against him. 1 do all I can to 

console -poor Susan, but what can avail in such 

a case ? 

Mrs F. Oh ! these men, these m^n ! And the 
inconceivable effrontery of some of them ! What 
think you for instance, of a man 1 never saw 
before in my life—one captain— captaia— cap- 
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tain Walsidgbam, who, wRhout aoj sort of in- 
trodactioD, twice presents himself at my hoase, 
under pretence of settling some business for 
me at the. India-house. 

Mrs. S. Is it possible ! and how did you re- 
ceive him ? 

Mrs F. As his iosolence deserved of course, 
and for some time I heard no more of htm. B>3t 
within these f^w days he ha)» dared to write to 
me. His first letter I returned to hiip unan- 
iwered, but he so pesters me with his epistles 
that. I fiqd it less trouble to burn them' Unop^- 
ed. Then. I can scarcely stir frotti home but 
be follows my carriage, and— iii short, his im- 
portunities are become so irk^me, that I am 
fedf determined to apply to the magistrateA. 
. Mrs S. Hush ! Ijiere come the unhappy piui*. 
(They walk up the stage) 

Enter Bromley and Mre. BronUey. 

iJBro. {sipeqks on. entering) Oh, with all my 
heart ! separate maLntenan(;c^ or no mai|itenAiice 
at aU, if you prefer it^—So you will but cease to 
totmieiit iB^. * 

Mrs, B. I'm not the woman Mr. Bromley, to 
bear sucb wroo^ tamely ; I have relations 
and— 

Mn S\ (^cominff heutUy forward) For heav- 
en's sake here's a visitor— 1 must present to 
yon a dear friend of mine— Mrs Fitzallao, 

^, (fiowing) Any friend of Mrs Simpson's 
—Madam, your servant. 

l^rs B. 1 am delighted, ma^am, to— {looking 
^^fvoiilt^ at Mrs Fit2;allan> she ^(^ys to Mrs 
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Simpson) Oh ! support me my dear, I'm faint- 

IQg. . 

MrsS. What is the matter ? 

Bro, (taking her hand, which she hastily tt;t£ft- 
draws) What ails you, my duck ? 

Mrs i^. The lady is very pale. 

Mrs B. [repulsing her) 'Tis nothing madnm, 
^tis pait— it was merely the surprise. There 
are persons [half directed to Bromley) who cin 
support a surprise without the slightest change 
ofcoxiotenaiice. Mr Bromley I dare «ay is of 
my opinion. 

Mrs S. 1 perceive nothing very surprising, 
my dear, in a simple introduction to an old 
friend of mine. 

Mrs B. The lady is not altogether unknown 
<b me, nor to Mr Bromley neither. 

Bro. To me ! I don't recollect ever having 
had the honour of seting the lady before. ^ 

Mrs F. i go but little into society, ma'am ; 
may I ini|uire where yon 

Mrs B. This ^^en^eman is more competent 
to answer the question than myself, madam. 

Mrs S. {(uide) What can she mean ? 

Bro, {in an Mtider tont and with supprused 
■anger) Madam, let me advise you, fbr your own 
«ake not to expose your folly to a stranger. 
{Aside) \ wonder she has not attacked fat Bet- 
ty, the cook, or old Sally, the housemaid. 

Mr« B. (to Mrs Fitzedlan) Pray, madam^ did 
you ever sit for your portrait? 

Mrs jP. {laughing) I now perceive the oc- 
casion of your suprise. No doubt you saw tsuy 
portrait in the Exhibition ; and the likeness^ 
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which was indeed allowed to be perfect, baft led 
you to imagine— Ha I ba I ha I— and my black 
velvet dress — did you remark how finely that 
was painted ? 

Mrs B. {aside) Black velrett 'tis that— 
there's no longer a doubt. I am perfectly well 
acquainted with the miniature, madain^ but it 
was not at tbe-Exhibition I saw it. 

Mrs F. A miniature ? you mistake,^ a full 
length picture. 

Mrs S. (aside) Can her jealousy have so 
blinded her. (aloud and laughing) I begin ta 
understand the meaning of this, but take my, 
word for it, my <?ear, you v^ere neirer so mis- 
taken in your life^ 

Mrs F. {asidey Good heavemi t Catx I be 
the cause of any disagreement here. T 

Bro. Well, ladies, to me all this is a riddte ; 
I hare lived in a riddle this whole day. As I 
never was very apt at guessing riddfes, I shall 
quietly leave to time the. task of expounding 
this. 

Pnter Simpsoit. 

Sim. Well, lov*, 'tis now dinner tiine ; are 
you sure your friend, Marianne, will come I 

Mrs S. (pointing to Mrs Fitzallan^ whose back 
is. turned from Simpson) She is here, Charles^ 
Marianne, 1 must present my husband to yoii — 
Mr Simpson. 

Mrs F. This gentleman ! Mr Sio^pson ? 

Sim. (overwhelmed with confusion, yet point-^ 
ejdly and rapidly) Is tbe husband of your friend^ 
padAm'"(aside) I wish I Was up to my neck in, 
Ik hort e-poud ! 
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Mrs F. I congratulate yoa sincerely, sir, on 
your choice. We were just speaking of yoa ; 
Mrs Sitnpsbn has emphatically eulogised your 
undivided attention to her, and no one is more 
desirous than myself to believe, that you folly 
merit her confidence. 

Sim. \^reatly end>arrassed] O, madam ! when 
the heart — when a wife — when a husband, 
whose constancy, whose fidelity — a virtue now 

departed from with impunity [Aside] I'm 

dished t 

Mrs. B. [T» Bromley] Do you hear that, 
base man ? 

Bro. Yes, t hear ; though I understand no- 
thing about it. However, I am determined to 
be silent, and we shall see which of us will be 
tired soonest. 

Mrs. S. tto Simpsony and pointing towards 
Bromley] Yon aire too severe, my love j be 

compassionate a little indulgence [To 

Mrs. Fitzallan] am I not right ? 

Sim, A little indulgence — aye, aye, a little — 
we all have need of it — ^besides, at an age when 
the passions, and when — after all, there are 
greater sinners than we ! — Eh, Bromley^ 

Bro. (^Aside.) it seems as if Simpson's tyrn 
had come. Well, turn and turn about— my wife 
and I have need of a little rest, that's certain. 

Sim, And when one considers the weakness — 
the the less 1 ^ty the better. 

Mrs. J^tz. That, sir is exactly my opinion. 
^ Mrs. 3. i am glad, Charles, to find yoa so 
weak an advocate in so bad a cause. 

Mrs. F. To put an end to a conversation 
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which must be exceedingly embarrassing to a 

certain person of the party pray tell me, 

Mr^ Simpson, whether you happea to be ac- 
quainted with one Captain Walsingham ? 

Sim. {To her) The cruel little devil ! (aside) 
Yes, ma'am ; Vm notquite-^ — ^yes,ye8, 1 knew 
hiaH-rma'am ; that is— <ma*am, 1 knew him for- 
xnerly. 

Mrs. S. [Aside] I regret that Charles, was 
acquainted with so disreputable a person. 

Mrs. F. Do tell me what is his character, 
Mr. Simpson, • 

Sim. His character ? Oh, he!s a-^a sort of 
a — a perfect man of honour, I assure you, 
ma'am. 

Mrs. F. No doubt ; he seems too, to be a 
derot^d slave of the ladies. 

Mrs. S. Pray, Charles, present my respects 
to your Captain Walsingham. Mrs. Fit%illan 
has related to me a little anecdote concerning 
him, which places him very high in my esteem. 

Sim, What then, you know [aside] Can 

she have told ! 

Mrs F, Do you know, Mr. Simpson, whe* 
ther he still maintains his influence at tfhe India 
house ? 

Sim, [pointedly] No, ma'am ; he's now an 
ex-director ; has abandoned all intentions of 
further interference in that quarter— How shtfll 
I get out of this ? Here William, — a— fet*t 
have dinner, do ye hear ? it's full time, v 
Enter a Servant 

Ser. Dinner sir, won't be ready this half- 
hour. [Exit. 
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Sim. Very well. [Mde] John deserves « 
guinea for interrupting the conversation. 

Bro, [^aily] Conae, Simpson, go and order a 
bottle of Champaigne in honour of our fair 
Suest ; that will set us all in good humour ; 
and before the third glass has gone round, I 
warrant it, we shall all have come te a right 
understanding. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mrs S. O, let the butler look to the wine ; 
and you, Charles, show Marianne our collec- 
tion of pictures, — I'll follow in a moment. 

Sim. [aside] How I am to escape, beaven 
knows 1 Your arro^madaro^ 

Exeunt Simpson and Mrs. Fitzallan. Bromley offers 
hix arm to Mrs. Bromley ; she rejects it, and follows the 
others. 

Mrs S, [To Bromley^ as he is going qff^ Mr. 
Bi omiey, a word. Considering your situation, 

your boisterous gaiety ; to say the best of it, 

is ill-judged. 

Mrs B. Mr. Bromley, your braving it out 
in tins manner is positively indecent. Exit Mrs 
Simpson^ who also rejects his arm, 

Bro. Vastly well,— let them say what they 
will Tm determined not to open my mouth till 
dinner's ready. {^Exit, 

SCENE H. 

j4 Di awing' Room 9 with Pictures, 
Enter Mrs. Fitzallan. 
Mrs F. Poor Mr. Simpson ; he has some 
modesty, however, and couldn't bear a mocneDt 

of examination. 

Enter iMr». Simpson. 

Mrs S. What, has Simpson left yeu alreadj, 
how rude ! 
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MrsF, Rnde !— I think the folks are ali 
rather siogular — he saw me at the door, bowed? 
aod left me. Then really, my dear, Mrs Brom- 
ley's bebavioor to me is very extraordinary 
she d(fes not only avail herself of my presence^ 
to torment her husband, bat I am evidently the 
object of all her sarcasms and innueodos, 

Mrs S. Did you ever happen, to see Mr 
Bromley ? 

MrsF. No; never. 

Mrs S. How comes it then thslt he possesses 
your portrait, 

Mrs F. My portadt ? 

Mrs S4 Which he keeps concealed in his 
pocket- book« 

Mrs F. Nonsense ; impossible, 

Mrs S. I assure you, Marianne, he has it ; 
and the resemblance is, in all respects, so per- 
itect that it cannot be attributed to chance, 

Mrs F, The profligate monster i But to what 
base end can he have procured it ? and by what 
means ? 

Mrs S, 'Tis difficott to tell. Perhaps, unob- 
served by you, he may have seen you some- 
where or other, and becoming enamoured of 
you, contrived to procure a copy of your pic- 
tare at the exhibition. 

Mrs F, [euide] I rather suspect— my dear, 
are you sure, are you qiiitte sure, that Mr. 
Bromley is the person capable of— — 

Mrs S, Capabfe ! After the discoveries we 
bave made to-day, I'm convinced he is capable 
af any thing, 

Mrs F. [aside] One partner torments me 
with letters, the other purloins my portrait 
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am I fated to turn the heads of the whole firm 
o£ SimpsoD and Co. 

Mrs S. Here he comes, expecting no doabt, 
to find you alone, and prepared with a formal 
declaration. 

Enter Brbmley. 

Bro, My Mrs B* seems inclined to open a 
fresh account, but as we have had sufficient 
dealings in the article of bickering for one day, 

I leave her to Ah ! Mrs Fitzallan, your 

humble*-'-'-and Mrs Simpson, too — 1 hope 1 
am not an interruption. 

Mrs S. On the contrary, sir, this lady and 
myself desire an opportunity of gently and 
quietly remonstrating with you. Mr. Bromley^ 
your conduct is most atrocious. 

Mrs. F» *Tis barbarous !— 'tis angentleiQao* 
ly — 'tis unmanly. 

Bro. Madam j if ever I ^ - 

Mrs S. What excuse have you for endanger* 
ing, us you have done, the reputation of a rei« 
pectable woman ? 

Bro, [in angerl I vow and declare, that 
since the day I was born 

Mrs F« Will you be so obliging, sir, as to 
answer, distinctly, the questions I shall put to 
you ? 

Bro, So ! a regular examination ! Speak, 
ladies ; state your charges ; I shall not employ 
counsel, but plead my own cause. 

Mrs F. Then sir, 1 must ihsist on your an- 
swering me serious^ and without equtvoca* 
tion. Till this day did you ever see me before f 

Bro. Seriously and without equivocation, I 
never did. 
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Mrs F. Has any person — any one who may 
take an interest in me, made you the depositary 
of his secret ? 

JBro. Idadam, I assure you till this day 1 never 
had the pleasure either of seeing you or that 
of hearing you spoken of. 

Mrs F. Enough. Novr, sir, as a man of honour 
you cannot refuse to relinquish my portrait, 
your possession of which is, at once, offensive 
and injurious to me. 

Bro. Your portrait ! your portrait ma^am !— 
[aside] Oh, hang it, I see now they are quiz- 
zing me, fo{ my wife's jealousy. Mrs Simpson 
iirst began running the joke against me to-day » 
as a hen-pecked husband ; and now she has got 
Mrs Fizallan to join her. 

Mrs S. [to Mrs Fuzallan] He hesitates, 

Mrs F. Am I to be honoured with your an- 
swer, sir. 

Bro, (agtde) 'Gad, Til have a hoax as well as 
they, and turn the tables ou'em* Well madam 
(to Mjfs Fitzcdlan) I have as truly got your por- 
trait as you have got mine. 

MrsS. At length then you confess ; that \i, the 
first step towards repentance. Your wife is an 
excellent woman ; repent, Mr Bromley, and i 
trust she will pardon you. 

Enter Mis, Bromley. 

Come, come, m^ love, let me be peacc-makerw 
Mr. Bromley hascoDfessed his errors auJ pro* 
mised sincere repentance, uud you must ibrgive 
him. 

Mrs B And what have you to say for your* 
self, Mr Bromley ? 

Bra. What have I to say for mvself ; 1 have 
D 2 
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merely said that as traly as I have that ladj^'a 
portrait she has mine, aod I will restore her 
beautiAji bust when she gives m^ my little 
full length. 

Mrs F. Sir ! 

Bro. Yes, my little full length — in a pepper 
and salt coat, striped waistcoat, and drab-colour 
small-clothes, and continuations. 

Mrs F. (^To Mrs Simpson) My dear, the man's. 

Bro. As to the letters you say have passed 
between us 

Mrs F. [Teith dignity) This is too much. 1 
should be forgetting the respect I owe myself 
were 1 to remain another moment here. 

Mrs S. (taking her hand) For my sake^ 
Marianne— yet an instant-— 

Bro, {laughing aloud.) 

Enter SimpROB. 

Now Charles, follow my example and confess ; 
His your only hope. 

Sim, (alarmed) Confess ! ! ! What ! 

Bro, Confession and repentance are the or- 
der of the day. Acknowledge, that but ibryour 
example, I never s^hould have gone astray. 

Sim. (aside) Am 1 detected too, then ! 

Bro, Acknowledge that your wicked coun- 
aels fipst perverted my innocent heart ; that 
you are accountable for all my peccadilloes, aa 
you call them, 

Sim. (Agkaled) Each for hlis^elf, siiH if you 
pleasic. 

Mrs S. Fie cm you, Mr. Bromley. First 
^t.umniate my friend and next accuse my un- 
f^^iidiog Lusband i Shame, shame. Mr. Brom-. 

h^yr .•' ■ 
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Mrs B. Your attempts at eyasion will avail 
y^n nothing ; it is not with Mr. Simpson, but 
with you, «ir 

Bro. 'Tis all one ; we are partners ; and 
oar pleasures and our plagues ought to be in 
common. [Observing the setnous countenances of 
the others,] Lord help me ! should they be in 
earnest after all ! 

Enter a Servai^t [wAo whispers Mrs. ^impsunA 

Mrs S. Instantly— (7\) Mrs FitzaUan) — A 
good opportunity to humiliate Mr. Bromley — 
I have been sitting for my miniature unknown 
to Charles — the painter has -just sent it; Vik 
take this occasion of pre«>enttng it to him. Do. 
but wait my return, and this affiiir shall be ex* 
plained to your satisfaction. (To Brondey*) Ah t 
Mr. Bromley ! I never thought you capable of 
euch doings. [Exit, 

Sim. Was it your intention tp insult me, Mr. 
Bromley, by your ridiculous accusations I 

Bro. Sir, 1-- 

JVIrn F. Is it your pleasure, Mr. Bromley, to 

surrender (mysteriously) the object iu 

question ! 

Bro, Madam, madam, I assure you—- 

Mr5 B. 'Tis a clear case, Mr. Bromley ; I 
shall now leave the affair with my relatives. 

Bro, 'Tis a clear case there is a plot amofi^ 

you to drive me wild, and 

Ett^er Foster. 

Well Poster, what now / 

Fo8. Mr. Tradely, sir, has called to receive 
back bis securities. 

Bro, Mr. Simpson has them. 

Sim, I left tbem whb yoo when I went oul^ 
this morning. 
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Bro, True.— (Ta^ea out Simpson^ s pocket- 
hook,'" Mrs Bromley beholds it Tiith looks oj 
rage.) Here they are, Foster ; take a receipt 
for them* Here Simpsoo, take your pocket- 
book. Exit Foster. 

Mrs 6. {snatches it from him.) His pocket- 
book ? Simpson's ? 

Bro. Yes ; and what then ? • 

Mrs B. Really the book is not your's ? 

Bro. And what if it were ! but 'tis Simpson's, 
I tell you 

Mrs B. {Running into his arms)- — My dear, 
df^ar, clear little l^usband ; this is the happiest 
momont of my life. 

M rs. Fitz. {aside) 'Tis as I suspected. 

Bro . Then you were but jesting with me after 

Mrs B. {To Mrs FitzaHan) Oh, ma'am, I 
icarcely know how to apologise to you, but the 

circumstances, I trust, will be suflicient to 

(running again to Bromley) — My poor, poor 

(thur injure'^ little Bromley. 
Bro. Zounds, but this is as much a puzzle to 
me ii4 t'o her. 
^'iim. (Aside) I perceive the mistake, and 'tis 
fill over with me. 
Airs F. {Aside) Poor Mrs Simpson. 
Wr^ B. And can you pardon, me all the tor- 
* in*^f;is 1 have inflicted on you ? 
Bro, VVhy you have laid it on pretty thick, 
i my ile^r, that's certain ; but what has all 
UiM ^nv been about ? 
A^r*, B. {Returns the pocket-book to Simpson.) 
Jiiitlf^t toe return Mr. Simpson his property — 
* Th Hfi i-legant httle book indeed. — I commend 
i your tifiie, sir. 
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Sim* (Embarras8€ii) — O ma*am — 'lis r.o» 
thing— 'tis simple — extremel}' simple 

Mrs. B. Certainly, it requires a careful :x- \ 

amtnation to discorer all the beauties it voui . ii(. • 

Mfa. F. (sevirely and with empka&u) -ir. . 

Simpson has been at unwarrantable paih» in ^ 

procuring its ornaments. \ 

Bro. Well, there's no accounting for tastes ; 
bat it septus to me that there is nothing verv ex* 
traordioarj in a red morocco case with a gold 
^lasp. \ 

Mrs B My love, we must not always judge 
bj the exterior. 

Bro,' C/nocking kery-By the exterior! Are \ 

thej beginning their riddles agAin ? ^ 

Sim. Alas! mv dear friend, to me it is none ; 
I comprehend it but too well— (fo Mrs tttzallan) 
But to you, iriadam, how shall i aildn sh my- 
self? In what terms implore your pardon? I 
confess that unknown to you, 1 <lared to pro- ^ 

cure a copy of your portrait, and my indiscre* 
tion ( 

Mrs. F. (As she imken the book from him which 
he presents.) The offence, Mr. Simpson, a ight 
warrant a harsher term. 

Bro, Ha ! a t looght strikes me— Allow me, \ 

ma'am, to ask whether or not you reside in 
Harley-street ? 

Mrs F I do, sir. 

Bro» Mahogany door, sjort^on's-head knocker, 
five steps, lamp, with redtxtors, and gixfy-four 
spikes in the iron railiiia; 

Mrs F. You have been very minute, sir, in 
your observations 

Bro. I had plenty of ti^ne to t: ke an exact 
account, 1 assure you, I having twice enjoyed 
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^ ^ '3 siHFsoiv & eo. [Anon- 

^.J' Mrs* S. And now, Charles, I have a little »nr- 

pr ^^ for vf> J Unknown to you f have sat for 

- ^my MorlTiui— - I'^cppi it as the token of oi^ con* 

ficiencR ta(] dtlclily ; — It may serve as a liule 

, -1es«on -o Wr. Bromley. 

S/.'if (*/««/)/?/ fiffectei)) Your portrait ! — Never, 

4 'never, -^li^j^^^gfluil ine. (aside) Andshe^s uncoD- 

[^ ^^■^"''■'''i^^'^^^ Anna, the reproache? of an 

^^ j^i\:i^:^h}i\fm^ are soon forgotten ; hersweet- 

^/ii<^i.^^QirtiH'?4?pecting love — ^which, a^one, can 

*^>*' r^^|rti*,ar vvMndering hea<*t, are remembered 

' ;/for A*erVi^v'* 
^ Wij*^^ ^ (^* ''"f\undertone, and looking tozsfards 
^^^/^ft^/'fc)f.y \^e ntftrciful, diy love. 

Bra. (t^fhinr Simpson as«dc). Sim^pson, that 
present t,^^ines just in time — there*s a vacaot 
place in tlu^ poclcet-bobk. „- ^ 

Sitn A Utile indulgence— -— 
jB-o. Yo'i mu^t ask it at other hands thaa 
minp, . (^? j'gff l^\,fip8nnforzvard^ looking cau- 
tioHs/y, a"- i.Ve same rime, at the other characters) ' 
Ladies and gentlemen, no doubt you nave de- 
tected some little deficiencies in my partner's 
private accounts — the firm h responsible to 
you — v^e are^ now winding up matters with 
you for the evening — we have doi^e ^Mhest to 
an?wer your clainw for amusedi^ntr^Xull — if 
the balanre ap[>ear8 agjiin:«t Vi^tpc^y grant a 
Jittle indulgence to the firm ^^fi^^son — and — 



1 
THE END. 
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